POEM^. 


BY 


SUSANNA     P  1  Z  E  Y 


LONDON : 

Printed  for  the  Authoress, 

AND    HOLD    BY 

'     KACKHAM,    BURY    ST.    EDMUNDS. 


1B17. 


F.  Marshall,  Printer,  Kenton  Street,  Brunswick  Square. 


?R 
P6fr<?  A'7 


PREFACE. 


IT  is  presumed  there  are  few  writers,  even 
of  superior  ability,  who  have  not  experi- 
enced some  anxiety  and  apprehension,  Avhen 
about  to  submit  to  the  world  their  early 
efforts  iu  literary  composition  ;  it  may  there- 
fore be  inferred  that  a  young  and  humble 
candidate  for  public  favor,  must  have  her 
full  share  in  these  feelings.     Encouraged 
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however  by  the  kind  patronage  of  some  in- 
dividuals, whose  rank  and  talents  entitle 
them  to  her  highest  respect  and  deference, 
and  who  perused  her  little  work  in  manu- 
script, she  has,  at  their  desire,  ventured  to 
offer  it  for  wider  circulation  ;  and  although 
she  cannot  expect  from  unprejudiced  read- 
ers, the  same  indulgence  as  from  the  par- 
tiality of  friends,  she  hopes  at  least  for  so 
much  as  her  youth  and  inexperience  may 
entitle  her  to. 

It  may  not  be  improper  to  acquaint  the 
public  that  many  of  the  following  effusions 
have  been  produced  by  circumstances  in 
which  the  writer  has  been  personally  inte- 
rested ;  and  at  the  time  she  composed  them, 
having  no  view  to  their  publication,  she 
could  be  influenced  only  by  a  desire  to  ex- 
press   her  feelings  and    sentiments  in    as 
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natural  a  manner  as  the  impressions  under 
which  she  wrote  enabled  her  to  do. — If, 
then,  the  cause  of  Religion  and  Morality  are 
served  but  in  a  small  degree  by  this  pro- 
duction, she  will  have  reason  to  rejoice  in 
having  contributed  to  so  desirable  an  end. 
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ON   RELIGION. 


WHEN  Superstition's  ensigns  were  unfurl'd, 
And  wav'd  triumphant  o'er  the  trembling  world; 
When  Murder  rais'd  her  flaming  sword  on  high, 
Leagu'd  with  the  beings  of  the  nether  sky ; 
When  Persecution  lighted  up  her  fire, 
And  Malice  and  Revenge  sent  forth  their  ire; 
When  Death's  pale  horse  rode  rampant  through 

the  sky, 
And  the  deep  grave  proclaimed  his  victory ; 
n 


Then,  sweet  Religion  soar'd  to  heaven  again, 
Lest  her  white  garments  should  imhihc  a  stain ; 
Justice  and  Mercy  fled  the  human  mind, 
And  dove-like  Peace  no  resting  place  could  find  ; 
Fair  Truth  no  longer  could  on  earth  reside  ; 
But  Pity,  ling'ring  still  near  those  who  died, 
With  hands  uprais'd,  and  tearful  speaking  eye, 
Implor'd  stern  Fortitude  not  yet  to  fly  ; 
Whilst  thou,  sweet  Spirit!  hending  from  on  high, 
Beheld  thy  slaughter' d  children  bleeding  lie  : 
Their   guardian   angel  pass'd  through  heaven's 

gate, 
Proclaim'd  aloud  their  faith,  and  hapless  fate; 
And  as  he  render' d  human  frailties  in, 
The  tears  of  Mercy  bleach' d  the  page  of  sin. 
Th'  avenging  Spirit  heard,  and  flew  to  tell, 
While  echoing  notes  with  tenfold  strength  did 

swell, 
How  perish'd  Latimer — how  Cranmer  fell ! 
Then,  charg'd  with  secret  mission  from  the  height, 
Back  on  the  rolling  clouds  he  wing'd  his  flight, 


Nerv'd  by  just  vengeance,  drew  his  arrow'd  bow„ 
And  laid  the  bigot  tyrant,  Mary,  low. 
Angels  of  light  their  harps  of  gladness  strung, 
And  through  heav'ns  vault  the  welcome  tidings. 

ruug ; 
Pity  and  Truth  return'd  to  earth  again, 
And  lovely  happiness  reign'd  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Religion,  Justice,  Mercy,  hand  in  hand, 
Resum'd  their  empire  o'er  this  favor'd  land  ; 
Content  and  Plenty  rais'd  the  heart-felt  smile, 
And  Peace  once  more  illumin'd  Britain's  isle. 
Now,  mild  Religion,  thy  sweet  influence  spread 
With  tenfold  pow'r,  while  o'er  the  silent  dead 
Fond  Mein'ry  rais'd  a  bright  and  glorious  tomb, 
O'er  which  the  martyr's  olive  long  shall  bloom  : 
Yes,  sweet  Religion  !  ages  yet  shall  tell 
How  firm  in  faith  thy  sainted  children  fell. 
Now,  the  white  cottage  rear'd  its  humble  head, 
No  tyrant's  pow'r  its  inmates  had  to  dread, 
Now,  cheerful  Industry  could  toil  again, 
She  felt  not  poverty,  she  knew  not  pain  ; 
b  2 


While  sweet  Content  sat  smiling  at  the  door, 
Cheering  the  labours  of  the  happy  poor ; 
And,  when  the  sacred  day  of  rest  appear'd, 
No  bigot's  eye  the  honest  rustic  fear'd, 
But  clean  though  homely,  in  their  best  attir'd, 
The  poor,  with  humble  gratitude  inspir'd, 
Repair'd  to  thank  their  God  for  blessings  given, 
And  favour  and  protection  beg  of  heaven ; 
Now,  without  fear  of  ill,  they  gladly  heard 
The  pious  man  who  taught  the  sacred  word : 
Religion's  precepts  dwelt  upon  his  tongue, 
And  truth  persuasive  on  his  accents  hung  j 
He  strew'd  with  sweetest  flow'rs  the  way  to 

heav'n, 
And  made  the  roughest  paths  of  duty  even ; 
Show'd  the  broad  road  of  vice,  beset  by  pain, 
And  quickly  brought  the  wand'rer  back  again. 
He  led  them  on  by  reason's  silver  cord ; 
His  frown  was  punishment — his  smile,  reward ; 
He  made  their  cares,  their  sorrows,  all  his  own, 
He  cherish'd  Genius,  where  her  seeds  were  sown, 
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And,  cheer'd  by  him,  neglected  merit  rose  ; 
For,  kind  encouragement  a  warmth  bestows, 
Which  makes  all  flow'rs  of  real  worth  expand, 
And  with  their  sweets  repay  the  fostering  hand. 
Now,  at  the  silent  evening's  gentle  close, 
While  twilight  soft  her  shadowy  mantle  throws  ; 
Now,  all  around  was  peaceful,  hush'd,  and  still, 
Save  the  sweet  note  of  mournful  Philomel, 
Or  simple  shepherd  piping  in  the  vale, 
Telling  to  artless  innocence  his  tale. 
No  trumpet  now  in  dreadful  echo  roll'd, 
No  noisy  drum  the  victim's  knell  now  told, 
Nor   clashing   sword,   bath'd    deep  in    crimson 

gore, 
Drove  the  poor  rustic  from  his  cottage  door, 
To  seek  a  shelter  in  some  distant  land, 
From  Superstition's  persecuting  band. 
No  dread  of  woes  to  come  obscur'd  his  brow, 
Reckless  of  grief  be  sat  unheeding  now, 
Whistling  at  ease,  or  singing  blythe  and  free, 
Surrounded  by  bis  happy  family, 
it  3 


Now,  sweet  Religion,  here  thy  heauties  shone, 
Free,  unrestraint,  with  lustre  all  thine  own ! 
Of  all  the  gifts  with  which  frail  man  is  hlest, 
Thou  art  the  first — friend  of  the  good  distrest, 
Soother  of  sorrow's  deep  contracted  brow, 
And  soft'ner  of  man's  trials  here  below  ! 
Ah  !  who  can  paint  the  bliss  thou  dost  impart ! 
Or  who  can  tell  the  riches  of  that  heart 
Where  thou,  sweet  heav'nly  Spirit,  hold'st  thy 

reign, 
Guiding  unseen  life's  interwoven  chain 
Of  good  and  ill,  healing  the  wounded  mind, 
Extracting  Grief's  slow  poison,  thou  dost  bind 
With  balm  of  cheering  hope  the  throbbing  wound, 
And  guard'st  from  dark  despair  the  heart  to  sor- 
row doom'd. 
Let  those  who  scorn  thy  truths,  thy  power  deny, 
Watch  round  the  good  man's  bed  when  death  is 

nigh, 
And  there  behold  how  bright  thy  beauties  shine, 
And  mark  how  calmly  he  can  life  resign : 


Siistain'd  by  thee,  how  patiently  can  hear 
The  pang  which  tells  him  that  his  end  is  near. 
See,  how  compos'd  he  waits  th'  approach  of  death, 
And  comfort  speaks  e'en  with  his  latest  breath 
To   those    he  soon   must  leave    o'erwhelm'd  in 

grief; 
He  tells  them  where  alone  to  seek  relief; — 
Points  with  uplifted  finger  to  the  skies, 
And  proves  that  there  his  stedfast  hope  now  lies. 
See,  how  the  radiant  smile  illumes  his  brow  ! 
Ah  !  mark  the  charms  of  sweet  Religion  now  ! 
Ye  daring  few,  who  all  her  laws  defy, 
Behold,  how  calmly  the  good  man  can  die, 
And  own,  of  all  the  bliss  to  mortals  given 
Religion  is  the  dearest  gift  of  Heav'n  : 
How  far  she  lifts  the  soul  from  this  vain  world ! 
And,  when  to  misery's  doYninion  hurl'd 
By  sorrow's  iron  hand  with  cruel  skill, 
How  does  she  raise  the  hopes  it  sought  to  kill ! 
She  drives  th'  unfeeling  monster  from  its  throne, 
And  makes  the  wounded  feeble  heart  her  own. 
B    I 
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Go,  doubting  man,  turn  from  this  blissful  scene, 
And  visit  him  who  calls  Religion  mean, 
Her  light  too  dim,  her  hopes  too  low  for  man, 
Who  will  deny  the  truths  he  dares  not  scan : 
His  actions  dark,  his  heart  by  sin  enthrall'd, 
He  seeks  his  guilty  pleasures  in  the  world  ; 
And  laws  to  him  would  prove  a  galling  chain  : 
Go,  sec  him  stretch'd  upon  the  bed  of  pain ! 
See  how  impatiently  he  raving  lies, 
Cursing  the  hours  he  thus  must  sacrifice ; 
And,  when  he  feels  bis  strength  is  waning  fast, 
And  thinks  perhaps  this  night  may  be  his  last, 
Then  see  in  what  a  trembling  wretched  stale 
He  waits  the  dreadful  summons  of  his  fate ! 
Mark,  when  he  knows  all  earthly  hope  is  lost, 
On  what  a  troubled  sea  his  soul  is  tost ! — 
No  pilot  now  appears  to  guide  his  course — 
No  anchor  left  to  stem  the  torrent's  force  ! 
Shuddering  with  pain  of  body  and  of  mind, 
He  seeks  in  vain  some  kind  relief  to  find  ; 
He  feels  the  shatter'd  vessel  sinking  fast, 
And  owns,  deluded  man,  the  truth  at  last! 
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In  vain  his  pious  friend  with  pitying  care 
Tries  to  compose  his  mind  by  earnest  prayer: 
Trembling  at  truths  he  dares  not  now  deny, 
With  what  despair  he  rolls  his  languid  eye  ! 
Heart-rending  sighs  now  waste  his  feeble  breath 
And  thus  tbe  wretched  atheist  meets  his  death! 
We  know  not  if  another  day  will  come, 
Nor  yet  how  soon  we  slumber  in  the  tomb. 
E'en  now  the  destroying  angel  is  abroad, 
And  holds  unsheath'd  th'  exterminating  sword: 
He  waits  unseen  in  every  path  we  tread, 
And  hovering  watches  e'en  around  our  bed  : 
He  mingles  poison  with  our  daily  food, 
Nor  spares  the  rich,  or  poor,  or  bad,  or  good. 
Mortals,  be  wise — Religion's  counsels  hear ; 
They  can  divest  the  tyrant  Death  of  fear, 
Teach  us  to  wait  his  sure  approach  resign'd, 
And  part  from  life  with  fortitude  of  mind. 


11 


REFLECTIONS 

ON    A    SUNDAY   MORNING. 


From  sleep  I  wake  refreshed,  and  rise 
With  peace  and  sweet  tranquillity, 
Shedding  around  me  all  their  joys- 
No  busy  hum  of  mortals'  toil, 
No  vain  joys  and  senseless  pleasures, 
Nor  the  venom'd  dart  of  slander 
Reach  me ;— I  stand  accountable 
To  God  alone,  who  makes  yon  sun 
To  rise  both  on  good  and  evil. 
What  arc  now  the  boasted  riches 
Of  the  world  ?  what  are  its  pleasures- 
Its  glories  what  ?  Can  they  afford 
One  feeling  that  e'er  can  equal 
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The  full  delight  and  gratitude 

Which  warms  this  weak  and  erring  heart  ? 

Can  they  steal  o'er  the  human  mind 

With  such  a  charm,  as  all  these  works 

Of  the  divine  Creator  give  ? 

Here  I  can  gaze,  and  wheresoe'er 

I  turn,  perfection  's  visible, 

All  is  perfect,  for  'tis  thy  work, 

Thou  great  and  infinite  Supreme  ! 

Yes,  ev'ry  plant  and  blade  of  grass 
Bear  witness  of  thy  bounteous  hand. 

Here,  as  I  look  around,  I  feel 
How  weak  and  frail  a  thing  is  man. 
Here,  I  can  reason  with  myself, 
My  mind  unruffled,  and  my  heart 
Inspired  with  gratitude  and  love, 
Raising  my  soul  from  this  vain  world 
To  heavenly  contemplation. 
What  am  I  among  thy  creatures, 
Great  Father  of  the  Universe, 
That  thou  should'st  thus  regard  me  ? — 
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Are  all  these  gifts  bestow'd  on  me — 
A  poor,  weak,  and  feeble  creature, 
Subject  to  pain,  and  sin,  and  death — 
Are  they  made  for  my  enjoyments  ? 
And  did  I  ever  yet  merit 
Even  one  of  all  thy  mercies  ? 
No ; — man  is  by  nature  sinful, 
Too  prone  to  base  ingratitude. 
Pardon  my  faults,  Almighty  God  ! 
And  fix  this  wand'ring,  erring  heart, 
With  humble  faith,  on  thee  alone. 
A  few  hours  hence,  and  I  shall  mingle 
With  the  busy  crowd  of  mortals, 
Expos'd  alike  to  sin  and  pride, 
And  ev'ry  false  allurimj  snare 
Which  Ihe  deceitful  world  holds  forth. 
Before  this  sun  shall  set  again, 
I  may  behold  thousands  engag'd 
In  life's  uncertain  bustling  scene  j 
Some  perhaps  thinking  of  its  wealth, 
How  they  may  best  add  heap  to  heap, 
Forgetful  of  the  slender  thread 
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On  which  their  fancied  pleasures  hang  ; 
Others  pant  for  fame  or  glory, 
Or  mad  ambition  leads  them  on, 
Till,  giddy  with  the  height,  they  fall, 
And  grasping  then  for  kind  support, 
Find,  too  late,  they  've  grasp' d  a  phantom. 
Should  I  go  with  the  multitude, 
To  thine  own  temple,  gracious  Lord, 
Where  shall  I  turn  mine  eye  to  find, 
Among  the  number  gather'd  there* 
One  human  being  that  is  pure — 
One  that's  unspotted  from  the  world, 
Or  one  that  does  in  semblance  bear 
The  bright  image  of  his  Saviour  ? 
How  manifold  are  the  great  works 
Of  thy  omniscient  hand,  O  Lord ! 
And  man  only  is  imperfect. 
Endow'd  by  thee  with  reason's  light* 
Of  ev'ry  earthly  good  possest ; 
Yet  bis  own  passions  war  within, 
And  the  enticements  of  the  world, 
Pride,  vanity,  and  worldliness, 
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League  with  evil  inclinations, 

And  draw  his  erring  heart  from  thee. 

Save  me,  O  God,  from  all  this  host 

Of  powerful  foes,  and  guide  my  steps 

In  calm  contentment's  pleasant  way, 

And  let  Religion's  holy  lamp 

Direct  me  in  the  path  of  life, 

Far  from  the  dread  abyss  of  sin, 

Unhurt  amidst  the  snares  of  vice, 

Safe  through  the  shad'wy  vale  of  death, 

To  mansions  of  eternal  rest ; 

To  pleasures  unalloy'd  by  pain, 

To  brighter  joys,  which  never  fade, 

To  scenes  of  bliss  which  will  not  end, 

Where  the  glorious  Sun  of  Peace 

Sets  but  to  rise  more  bright  and  fair, 

Where  alone  the  just  made  perfect 

Inherit  to  eternity, 

And  dwell  for  ever,  Lord,  with  thee. 
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LINES 


WRITTEN    UNDER    AFFLICTION. 


Indulgent  Father  !  Judge  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Teach  me  to  how  submissive  to  thy  will, 

And  though  bereft  of  all  1  priz'd  as  worth, 
Teach  me  in  silence  to  adore  thee  still  ; 

Teach  me  to  live,  and  let  thy  saving  hand 

Protect  me  still,  and  guide  me  with  thy  grace. 

Thou  Father  of  the  fatherless,  and  friend, 
Till   I  shall  meet  thee  in  that  blissful  place 

Where  "  ev'ry  tear  is  wip'd,"  and  ev'ry  eye 
Shall  thy  most  glorious  majesty  behold; 

Where  hush'd  for  ever  is  the  struggling  sigh, 
And  all  thy  ways  unsearchable  unfold, 
c 
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Preserve  me,  0  my  God !  from  ev'ry  vice  ; 

O  "  keep  me  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye  !" 
Let  not  temptation  urge,  or  sin  entice, 

To  forfeit  claim  to  blest  eternity. 

Although  bereaved  of  my  dearest  joy, 
Let  me  not  murmur,  let  me  not  repine, 

For  there  is  still  a  bliss  without  alloy, 

And  if  I  strive,  that  bliss  may  still  be  mine. 

Shall  I,  a  mortal — sinful,  weak,  and  frail, 
Shall  I  presume  to  scan  thy  ways  so  just, — 

I,  the  mere  helpless  creature  of  thy  will, 
Who  must  again  return  to  native  dust  ? 

Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  whatever  ills  may  come  ; 

For,  what  can  harm  with  thy  protection  blest 
Submissive  will  I  bow,  "  thy  will  be  done :" 

Thou  art  my  Father,   and  on  thee  I'll  rest. 
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"  For  some  wise*  end"  thy  mercy  did  permit 
This  seeming  evil,  this  so  bitter  woe, 

The  just  might  earlier  claim  reward  so  fit, 
And  thou  in  mercy  suffer  such  to  go. 

Father  of  mercies  !  look,  in  pity  down, 

Teach  me  the  fight  of  faith  which  such  have 
fought, — 
(Another  pearl  is  added  to  the  crown, 

Such    hath    a    Saviour    ransom'd,    his    blood 
bought,) — 

Hear,  Lord,  my  humble  and  imperfect  pray'r  : 

Stain'd  as  it  is,  0  suffer  it  to  rise; 
Make  me  to  serve  thee  with  more  zeal  and  care, 

Guide  mo  to  traiu  a  mansion  in  the  skies. 
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REFLECTIONS. 


Ah!  yes,  I  feel  she's  gone,  and  sad  reality 
Now  points  with  lengthened  finger  to  the  void 

that's  left. 
Sorrow  has  ransack'd  all   her  deep   and  hidden 

stores 
Of  subtle  poisons,  and  made  cruel  choice  of  this, 
iMost  painfully  efficient,  lingering,  and  sure. 
Beat  on,  beat  on,  thou  throbbing  heart,  burst  the 

frail  thread 
Which  now  enchains  thee  here,  and  thou  shall 

rest  in  peace, 

c  3 
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There 's  now  no  bosom  left  wherein  to  lodge  thy 

woe; 
That  gentle  hand  is  cold  in  death,  which  oft  has 

wip'd 
Thy  falling  tears,  and  sooth'd  thy  youthful  cares 

to  rest, 

That  smile  which  oft  recall' d  thy  native  cheer- 
fulness, 

And  chas'd  the  rising  sigh  which  disappointment 

caus'd, 
Will  never  sweetly  play  again  around  those  lips, 
Which  oft  have  seal'd  thy  pardon  for  some  trivial 

fault, 
Patiently  watch'd  o'er  thee  in  the  hour  of  sickness, 
And  when  a  helpless  infant,  sung  thy  lullaby. 
Farewell,  sweet  Happiness  !  thou  tender,  short- 

liv'd  plant, 
Thou'rt  faded  now,  never,  ah!  never  to  revive. 
The  sun  of  cheerfulness  perhaps  awhile  may  gleam, 
And  hide  thy  sickly  wither'd  form  from  Mem'ry's 

sight, 
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Till  unrelenting  Sorrow,  with  her  busy  hand 

Tears  the  thin  transient  veil  which  shielded  thee 
from  view, 

And  shows  the  fall'n  blossom  that  once  icas  hap- 
piness. 

But  who  is  she  that  stands  with  placid  silent  air, 

Contemplating'  thy  fate  ? — 'tis  lovely  Hope,  who 
cries, — 

Grieve  not,  ye  feeble  mortals,  at  its  sudden  fall ; 

How  could  it  e'er  survive  ?  nipp'd  in  the  tender 
bud 

By  chill  neglect,  blighted  by  sorrow's  killing 
frost, 

And  blasted  by  the  dark  mildew  of  unkindness; 

The  wretched  soil  of  earth  is  much  too  low  and 
poor 

To  raise  a  tender  plant  so  eminently  fair  : 

It  rannot  bloom  except  in  heaven,  and  there  alone 

It  will  expand  and  live  to  all  eternity. 
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TO   DEATH. 


<)   Death!    inveterate  spoiler,   why  didst  thou 

not  aim 
Thy  fatal  weapon  at  this  cheerless  aching  breast, 
When  thou  didst  seize  on  all  the  treasure  of  my 

heart? 
Oh !  thou  art  doubly  cruel  thus  to  spare  my  life, 
When  thou    hast   wrested    from  me    that   which 

made  it  dear. 
Hen-  is  thy  victory ;  it  is  not  in  that  grave  ; 
Ali,  no;  'tis  I  that  am  the  victim  of  thy  pow'r; 
That  angel  form  on  which  thou'st  laid  thy  chilly 

hand 
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Feels  it  not,  for  the  sainted  spirit  soars  aloft 
To  join  its  pure  and  kindred  beings  of  the  sky. 
My  wounded  heart  alone  can  tell  how  cold  it  is, 
For  it  has  stopp'd  the  current  of  my  happiness, 
And  bound  in  icy  fetters  each  sweet  spring  of  joy. 
Alas!    no  summer  sun  shall   e'er  unloose  them 

now, 
For  that  enliv'ning  smile  which  once  did  bid  them 

flow 
Will  beam  no  more  :  no,  that  sweet  sun  has  set 

on  earth, 
And  risen  in  brighter  worlds  to  gild  a  fairer  day. 


27 


TO  SLEEP. 


Oh  Sleep  !  thou  blessed  messenger  of  peace, 
I  hail  thy  soft  approach  with  real  joy, 

For  in  thy  arms  my  weight  of  sorrows  cease, 
And  happiness  is  mine,  without  alloy. 

I  live  again  those  halcyon  days  of  rest, 
I  hear  again  the  voice  of  her  I  lov'd, 

1  lean  again  on  that  supporting  breast, 
And  tread  aeain  where  we  together  rov'd. 
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Again  I  feel  pure  pleasure's  mantling  glow, 
Again  it  cheers  this  heart,  oppressed  by  care ; 

But  morn  brings  back  the  chilling  frost  of  woe, 
For  peace  has  long  resign'd  its  dwelling  there. 

Thou  emblem  of  the  silent  peaceful  grave, 
Thou  wer't  the  harbinger  of  joy  to  me, 

If  in  thy  pleasing  visions  I  could  live, 
Nor  wake  from  them  but  to  eternity. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN    ON    NEW  YEAR'S   DAY — 1815. 


Another  year  is  gone,  for  ever  gone ! 

How  many  of  my  comforts  too  are  fled! 
A  twelvemonth  back  how  fair  arose  this  morn, 

How  bright  the  joys  that  glitter'd  round  my 
head! 

No  cloud  of  sorrow  then  o'ercast  the  day, 
I  thought  not  of  the  ills  that  were  in  store, 

And  had  I  known  how  thorny  was  my  way, 
1  must  have  sunk  with  grief,  long,  long  before. 
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But  God  is  merciful,  his  ways  are  just, 
And  he  in  pity  hides  our  future  fate, 

Remembers  always  that  we  are  but  dust, 
And  bids  us  life  enjoy  ere  yet  too  late. 

Alas !  how  many  moments  too  are  gone, 
For  ever  gone,  unheeded,  thrown  away, 

To  register  in  heaven  are  they  flown, 

And  stand  before  me  at  the  judgment  day. 

How  many  actions  of  my  life  are  past, 
Which,  ah!  how  gladly  would  I  now  recal, 

How  many  opportunities  are  lost, 

How  many  vain  regrets  my  heart  appal. 

Let  me  reflect  while  health  and  strength  are  mine, 
Let  me  improve  the  moments  as  they  fly, 

And  make  each  quickly  fleeting  hour  of  time, 
My  surest  passport  to  eternity. 
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TO    HOPE. 


Bright  sun  of  Hope  !  expand  thy  cheering  rays, 
Rise,  rise  triumphant  over  sorrow's  cloud ; 

Diffuse  thy  cheering  influence  o'er  my  days, 
And  gild   with   thy  gay    beams  life's  thorny 
road  : 

Slime  o'er  my  path — strew  it  with  fancied  flow 'rs, 
And  hide  tin  thorn,  if  I  the  thorn  must  find. 

Bright  sun  of  Hope !  disperse  the  storm  that  low'rs 
In  threat'ning  vengeance  o'er  my  wounded 
mind. 
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Let  thy  sweet  colours  blend  with  sorrow 's  tear, 
And  form  a  beauteous  rainbow  to  my  sight, 

And  as  each  glowing  tint  shall  disappear, 

Bright   sun   of  Hope!    expand   thy    cheering 
light. 

And  when  the  evening  of  my  life  shall  come, 
And  the  frail  breath    this   feeble  heart  shall 
leave, 

Shine  o'er  my  passage  to  the  silent  tomb, 
Bright  sun  of  Hopej  and  gild  my  latest  eve. 
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LINES  Ox\  A  ROSEBUD, 


FOUND    IN    A    GARDEN    IN    NOVEMBER. 


Oh  say,  sweet  Rosebud,  why  tliou  ling'rest  here, 
While    all    around    thee    wither'd    leaves   are 
lying  ? 

Did  Summer  throw  thee  from  his  golden  car, 
Or  Autumn  woo  thee  while  the  god  was  flying  ? 

Poor  little  rose,  th'  inconstant  autumn's  gone, 
And  left  thee  here  neglected  and  forlorn; 

I'll  take  thee  hence,  ere  yet  the  north  winds  com« 
To  hind  in  icy  chains  thy  lovely  form. 
I) 
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I'll  nurse  thee,  pretty  rose,  with  tender  care; 

I'll  watch  thine  opening  beauties  as  they  rise ; 
I'll  guard  thee  from  the  frost,  and  chilling  air 

Of  mournful  winter's  dark  inclement  skies. 

And  when,  sweet  rose,  thy  glowing  colours  fade, 
And  thou  no  longer  to  the  eye  art  fair, 

I'll  send  thy  wither'd  leaves  to  some  vain  maid, 
That  thou  may'st  teach  a  useful  lesson  there. 

Tell  her,  sweet  rose,  that  colour  too  will  fade, 
Which  now  adds  lustre  to  her  sparkling  eye  ; 

Tell  her  that  form  must  moulder  in  the  grave, 
And  all  those  charms  in  sad  corruption  lie. 

But  should  firm  virtue  dwell  within  her  breast, 
The  fairer  beauties  of  th'  exalted  mind, 

Then  tell  her,  gentle  rose,  she'll  be  more  blest, 
And  leave  a  nobler  memory  behind. 
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ON     THE 


BEING  OF  A  GOD. 


There  is  no  God,  shall  daring  Atheists  say  ? 

Then  tell  how  first  this  earth  so  fair  was  forin'd; 
What  could  give  rise  to  that  bright  orb  of  day, 

Which  sheds  its  radiant  light  around  the  world  ? 

Say, — was  it  chance  alone  that  form'd  the  seas, 
The  mighty  heavens,  and  all  that  vast  expanse 

Of  boundless  aether,  and  the  countless  stars — 
^e  subtle  arguers,  do  ye  this  advance:' 
1)2 
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Is  chance  the  cause  alike  of  life  and  death, 
Of  changing  seasons,  and  of  heat  and  cold  ? 

Did  chance  bestow  on  all  the  vital  breath — 
Then  say,  the  cause  of  chance  can  ye  unfold  ? 

Say,  what  is  chance,  that  it  could  wonders  make, 
So  great,  so  beautiful,  sublime,  and  grand ; 

From  what  materials  could  it  e'er  create 

This  wond'rous  globe  on  which  ye  doubting 
stand : 

In  what  a  miserable  state  to  live, 

If  nothing  greater  than  this  world's  your  aim! 
Are  ye  content  to  sink  into  the  grave, 

And  part  from  life,  without  one  higher  claim  ? 

Are  ye  content  to  sleep  in  cold  neglect, 
And  will  ye  ev'ry  hope  of  bliss  destroy  ? 

Awake  your  sleeping  reason,  and  reflect, 
There  is  a  God — a  heaven  of  endless  joy. 
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LINES 


WRITTEN    AT    SUN-RISE. 


Now  o'er   the    slumbering    world  the  daylight 
breaks, 

And  morn  again  leads  on  the  brighter  day, 
And  now  the  glorious  sun  in  golden  streaks 

Paints  the  blue  vault  of  the  ethereal  sky. 

Now  from  th'  horizon's  boundaries  he  comes, 
Gathering  fresh  lustre  as  lie  mounts  on  high, 

And  now,  how  bright  and  fair  creation  blooms, 
Oeck'd  with  the  brilliant  diamonds  of  the  sky  ! 
D  3 
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What  are  the  fancied  pleasures  of  the  great 
Compared  to  this  enchanting  lovely  scene  ! 

What  is  the  lustred  room,  where  hundreds  meet, 
Compar'd  to  this  ?  how  trifling,  low,  and  mean  ! 

Can  the  resplendent  diamond  that  excel 

Which  now  this  lovely  simple  flowret  wears  ? 

Or  can  the  snowy  whiteness  of  the  pearl 
Surpass  that  lily  wet  with  Nature's  tears  ? 

Or  can  the  colours  of  the  painted  loom 
Appear  more  rich  or  pleasing  to  the  eye, 

Than  this  sweet  Rose  now  opening  into  bloom, 
Than  that  gay  tulip's  brightly  glowing  dye  ? 

Where 's  the  extracted  essence  that  excels 
The  fragrant  balmy  breath  of  early  day, 

When  every  flower  and  shrub  far  sweeter  smells 
Scenting  the  zephyrs  that  around  them  play  ? 
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Ah  !  little  think  the  trifling  thoughtless  gay, 
How  many  real  joys  they  idly  lose, 

How  many  true  enjoyments  throw  away, 
Forgetful  of  the  bounty  they  abuse. 

This  hour  to  me  affords  more  real  joy 
Than  noisy  mirth  or  riot  e'er  can  know. 

I  would  not  change  one  thought  I  now  enjoy 
For  all  the  senseless  pleasures  they  bestow. 
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ON  A  FADED  ROSE. 


Behold  that  fading  fragrant  rose, 
So  late  the  garden's  blooming  pride, 

Shedding  around  its  silken  clothes, 
Which  late  with  fairest  beauty  vied. 

How  true  an  emblem  of  our  life, 
So  gay  in  youth,  so  frail  and  fair, 

It  tells  mankind  a  simple  truth, 

That  they  too  must  for  age  prepare  ; 


42 

That  they  must  fade  and  die  away, 
And  lie  neglected  and  forgot, 

Like  the  fair  flower  which  blooms  to  day, 
To-morrow, — withers  on  the  spot. 
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THE    SMILE. 


Oh  say,  sweet  smile,  deceiving  syren,  say, 

Why    dost    thou    thus   beguile   my    trembling 
heart  ? 

Why  with  my  feelings  so  unkindly  play — 
Why  seek  to  charm  me  with  thy  magic  art  ? 

To  make  me  feel  more  keenly,  dost  thou  try 
To  make  me  pine  in  anguish  and  despair  ? 

O  play  no  more  around  false  Mary's  eye, 
Thou'lt  make  me  fancy  she  again  is  fair. 
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Yes;  fair  she  is  with  ev'ry  outward  grace 
That  can  delude  the  heart ;  true,  she  is  fair-*- 

But  inward  beauties  have,  alas !  no  place 
In  that  fair  form,  in  that  bewitching  air. 

No,  treacherous  smile,  thou  can'st  no  more  deceive, 
Nor  all  thy  arts  my  heart  again  betray; 

No  more  will  I  again  thy  wiles  believe, 
Nor  own  again  the  magic  of  thy  sway. 
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TO    MARY. 


Ah  where  are  the  blossoms  of  hope, 

That  liv'd  in  my  bosom  awhile, 
They  are  witber'd  ere  yet  they  cou'd  ope— 

They  are  gone  like  the  treacherous  smile. 

All  surely  they  never  had  thrivM, 
If  they  had  not  been  planted  by  you  ; 

They  can  never  again  be  reviv'd; 

You  have  poison'd  the  spot  where  they  grew. 
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Yet  I  charge  you,  beware  of  the  thorn, 
For  it  lurks  with  the  roses  entwin'd, 

And  perhaps  you  may  one  day  regret 
That  you  wounded  a  sorrowing  mind. 
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ON    THE 


DEPARTURE  OF  A  FRIEND. 


Farewell,    my    friend,  old  Time  with   niggard 

hand 
Has  number'd  out  the  days  I've  spent  with  thee, 
And  with  insatiate  scythe  sever'd  the  thread 
Which  lately  bound  them  to  futurity: 
But  still  there  is  a  cord  too  firmly  twin'd 
Even  to  yield  to  him,  till  that  dread  hour 
When  all  his  power  shall  cease  and  he  extinct; 
For  in  the  cutting  this  firm  tie  asunder, 
His  weapon  of  destruction  Time  shall  snap. 
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I  pray  thee  think  of  me  where'er  thou  art, 

Whether  in  palace,  cottage,  or  retreat, 

Sacred  to  science,  or  to  friends  like  thee; 

Yet  let  not  others  occupy  that  place 

Which  I  so  long  have  held  within  thy  heart, 

And  consecrated  hy  our  mutual  vow 

To  unfading,  never-ending  friendship. 

My  thoughts,  my  friend,  will  oft  be  fixed  on  thee, 

While  mem'ry  shall  trace  back  scenes  of  pleasure 

Which  I  of  late  so  much  cnjoy'd  with  thee, 

And  Fancy's  mirror  shall  reflect  thy  form. 

Thus  shall  Imagination's  fairy  pow'r 

Present  thine  image  faithfully  to  view, 

Though  thou  art  now  so  distant  from  thy  friend, 

And  snatch  Time's  mantle  of  oblivion 

Ere  he  has  pow'r  to  hide  dear  Memory, 

Or  bind  her  quick  and  penetrating  eye 

With  chilling  bandage  of  forgetfulness. 

Yes,  my  dear  friend,  old  Time  is  on  the  wing, 

And  beckons  thee  to  distant  lands  away  ; 

But  the  remembrance  of  thee  still  remains, 
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For  ever  safe  from  his  destroying  hand, 
'Twill  prove  a  solace  while  thou'rt  far  remov'd, 
And  be  the  greatest  treasure  of  my  heart, 
Which  ne'er  shall  swerve  in  love  and  truth  to  thee. 
Farewell,  and  cease  not  to  remember  me. 


51 


ON    CHARITY. 


O  Lovely  spirit,  heaven-born  Charity! 

Luxury  of  feeling  to  the  tender  mind  ; 
Sister  of  peace  and  sweet  humanity, 

Thou  dearest  pleasure  that  the  virtuous  find. 

They  best  can  prove  how  happiest  to  live, 
Who  to  enjoy  thee  from  gay  pleasure  steal; 

They  know  how  blest  the  hand  empower' d  to  give, 
How  blest  the  heart  that  has  the  power  to  feel. 
E  2 
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How  many  live  but  to  abuse  tbat  power ! 

How  many  scorn  the  joys   which  thou  dost 
give ! 
Ah  !  could  they  feel  them  for  one  fleeting  hour, 

They'd  wish  no  higher  pleasure  to  receive. 

They  never  tasted  pleasure's  true  enjoyment, 
Who  tread  the  paths  by  dissipation  strew'd  ; 

They  never  saw  joy's  brightest  ornament — 
The  silent  tear  of  heart-felt  gratitude. 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


When  the  heart 's  oppress'd  by  grief, 
It  seeks  in  vain  to  find  relief 
In  Pleasure's  maddening  throng  : 

Though  for  awhile  it  may  afford 
Some  little  respite,  yet  the  load 
Returns  with  double  weight. 

But  in  a  friendly  faithful  breast 
It  finds  the  haven  of  its  rest. 
And  smiles  in  silent  peace. 
U  3 
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Although  the  wound  resist  a  cure, 
'Tis  lull'd  by  friendship's  balsam  pure, 
And  rests  in  calm  repose  : 

Though  sorrow  manifold  we  see, 
Yet  wretched  we  can  never  be. 
If  heaven  bestows  a  friend. 
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ADDRESS 


TO    AN    EARLY    SNOW-DROP. 


Hail  to  thee,  modest  child  of  early  spring, 
Who  ventur'st  forth  regardless  of  the  storm 
That  beats  around  thy  tender  fragile  form, 

What  tidings  dost  thou,  little  wand'rer,  bring  ? 

Art  thou  thy  blooming  parent's  herald  come  ? 
If  so,  I'll  pluck  thee  from  thy  feeble  stem, 
And  safe  I'll  bear  thee  to  some  warmer  clime, 

Where  soon  thou  shall  in  greater  splendour  bloom. 
E  4 
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But  stay,  perhaps  'twere  barbarous  in  me 
To  take  thee  from  thy  humble  peaceful  bank ; 
Thou  wert  not  born  to  shine  in  higher  rank, 

I  may  effect  a  change  I  -would  not  see. 

Rest  then,  thou  pretty  emblem  of  content, 
I  will  not  tear  thee  from  thy  happy  fate ; 
Bloom  on,  sweet  flower,  ere  yet  it  be  too  late, 

Unfold  thy  charms,  the  passing  zephyr's  scent. 
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ON  MORNING. 


How  sweet  to  wander  at  the  morning  hour, 
And  watch  the  opening  of  each  beauteous  flow'r, 
To  see  the  radiant  sun  its  zenith  gain, 
And  brightly  gild  all  nature's  ample  plain  : 

How  sweet  to  hear  the  songsters  of  the  grove 
Pour  forth  to  heaven  their  notes  of  grateful  love, 
The  lowing  of  the  herd  from  distant  hill, 
The  torrent's  louder  roar,  the  murmuring  rill. 
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Behold  the  sky,  all  beauteous  and  serene, 
While  sparkling   dew-drops  hang    each    leaf 

between ; 
To  see  them  glitter  in  the  sun's  broad  ray, 
Imbibing  colours  like  the  rainbow  gay. 

Is  there  a  heart  that  can  such  wonders  view, 
Nor  give  the  thanks  to  the  Creator  due  ? 
Behold  unmov'd  all  nature's  beauties  shine, 
Nor  own  the  hand  so  powerful  and  divine  ? 

Can  scenes  like  these  no  gratitude  enforce 
Tow'rd  God,  their  great  and  unexhausted  source! 
O  let  me  join  the  woodland  songster's  strain, 
And  celebrate  with  them  his  wond'rous  name  ! 
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LINES 


WRITTEN   IN    A    FLOWER    GARDEN. 


That  gaudy  Tulip  is  an  emblem  true 

Of  those  fair,  fluttering,  end  courtly  dames, 

Mho,  thinking  only  of  the  casket's  show, 
Forget  the  precious  jewel  il  contains. 

That  iimdi  si  Violet  is  the  type  of  one 
Of  real  honest  worth  ami  low  degree, 

Mho  seeks  not  here  a  transient  earthly  throne, 
But  uses  life  to  gain  eternity. 
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That  simple  Primrose  fair,  resembles  too 

The  sensible  and  cultivated  mind, 
Which  shuns  the  trifling  vain  parade  of  show, 

Who  lives  by  virtue's  boundaries  confin'd. 

That  Lily  gently  waving  with  the  breeze, 
Is  the  fair  image  of  the  beauteous  maid, 

Who  seeks  by  diffidence  alone  to  please, 
In  neat  and  simple  elegance  array'd. 

That  fragrant  Woodbine,  now  so  bright  in  bloom, 
Curling  its  tendrils  round  its  firm  support, 

Must  wither  in  the  killing  hand  of  time, 
And  lie  neglected  on  the  self-same  spot. 

That  noble  Piony,  which  now  shines  forth 
In  all  its  glowing  beauty  to  the  eye, 

Shall  mingle  with  the  soil  that  gave  it  birth, 
And  all  its  glories  in  oblivion  lie. 


61 

And,  here,  how  plain  the  roving  eye  may  read 
The  fate  of  virtuous  souls  in  this  fair  train, 

Which  for  a  time  in  silent  dust  are  laid, 
But  rise  in  brighter  hues  to  bloom  again. 
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TO  THE  SUN. 


Thou  beauteous  orb  of  Light,  who  shin'st  on  high, 
Adding  fresh  lustre  to  tbe  dazzling  sky, 
Darting  thy  radiant  beams  on  earth  and  sea, 
Gilding  thy  Maker's  works  with  brilliancy. 

When  thou  dost  run  thy  course  through  heav'n's 

high  arch, 
Or  to  Ihc  mighty  depths  of  ocean  search, 
Proclaim  aloud,  and  tell  from  pole  to  pole, 
He  who  created  thee  did  form  the  whole; 


64 

Declare  to  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  land, 
The  wond'rous  works  of  his  Almighty  hand, 
Let  ev'ry  beam  of  light  which  thou  dost  bear, 
Expand  the  soul  of  man  in  grateful  prayer. 
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o>    the 


DEATH   OF  A  FRIEND. 


And  art  thou  gone,  dear  friend,  for  ever; 

And  lias  thy  soul  resigned  its  form  ? 
0  yes,  from  thee  I'm  doom'd  to  sever, 

For  thee  my  heart  with  grief  is  torn. 

But  one  short  pang,  and  thy  pure  spirit 
Wing'd  its  hright  way  to  realms  above, 

Where  angels  joyfully  receiv'd  it, 
And  welcom'd  it  with  songs  of  love, 
i 
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Ah  !  why  should  I  lament  thy  flight 
From  this  vain  transitory  world  ? 

Why  should  I  grieve — or,  is  it  right 
To  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  Lord  ? 

To  save  thee  from  impending  woe, 
Unseen,  unknown  to  mortal  sight, 

His  arm  in  mercy  gave  the  blow, 

And  call'd  thee  to  the  realms  of  light. 

A  bright  example  thou  hast  given 
To  those  who  still  on  earth  reside ; 

Pointed  the  way  which  leads  to  heaven  ; 
Thou  still  our  pattern  art,  and  guide. 
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REFLECTIONS 


ON    THE    SAME    SUBJECT. 


Oh  Fate,  thou  art  indeed  too  cruel  now, 
To  rob  me  of  this  envied  treasure, 

To  doom  me  thus  to  live  an  age  of  woe, 
For  a  few  fleeting  years  of  pleasure. 

And  must  I  still  this  sad  existence  bear, 
And  all  my  joys  so  soon,  alas!  resign  ? 

And  nurture  with  deep  thought  the  worm  of  rare, 
To  feed  upon  this  youthful  heart  of  mine  ? 
I  2 


Is  there  no  refuge  in  the  grave  for  me, 

Where  now  my  flower  of  peace  so  faded  lies  ? 

Be  still,  my  heart,  the  hand  of  Mercy  see, 
For  'tis  thy  God  requires  the  sacrifice. 

Blessings  thou  dost  not  merit  still  are  thine, 
And  shall  not  he  who  gave  recal  again  ? 

Then  cease  thy  fears  and  doubts,  nor  dare  repine  ; 
He  who  inflicts  the  wound  can  ease  the  pain. 
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AUTUMN. 


Bornb  on  the  winds  the  leaves  descend, 
Depriv'd  of  beauty,  to  the  ground, 

For  yellow  autumn  with  her  wand 
Has  tinted  ev'ry  tree  around. 

See,  yonder  is  the  blighted  rose, 
Bereft  of  all  its  glowing  hue, 

\nd  there  the  simple  Jasmin  stands, 
Stript  of  its  fragrant  blossoms  loo. 
r  :) 
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There  *s  the  beauteous  Woodbiue  drooping, 
For  all  its  vivid  hues  are  gone; 

Yon  tall  Hollyhock  is  stooping, 

As  if  'twere  mourning  glories  flown. 

Here  the  lovely  gay  Carnation 
Withering,  lies  upon  the  ground, 

No  more  balmy  sweets  diffusing 
To  the  zephyrs  hovering  round. 

How  dreary  is  the  scene  become, 

Lately  beauteous,  bright,  and  blooming  ; 

Sweet  smiling  Summer  now  is  gone; 
Autumn  tells  that  Winter 's  coming  : 

But  then  will  lovely  Spring  appear, 
And  bring  new  life  to  all  again ; 

And  Summer's  sun  shall  dry  the  tear 
That  Autumn  wept  when  Winter  came. 
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TO     MY     FRIEND, 


ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 


Bright,  dearest  Mary,  as  thine  own  fair  truth, 
The  glorious  sun  has  risen  to  gild  the  earth, 

And  bids  the  blest  companion  of  thy  youth 
Hail  the  returning  day  that  gave  thee  birth. 

Warm,  dearest  Mary,  as  thy  faithful  heart, 
Are  the  fond  wishes  that  now  rise  in  mine  ; 

But  words,  my  friend,  are  much  too  poor  t'  impart 

How  bright  with  joy  I  wish  thy  life  to  shine. 

l    i 
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Ask  thine  own  heart  what  its  first  wishes  are, 
And  they   will  tell  thee  what  thy  friend's 
must  be ; 

Oh  !  bid  it  show  the  love  thou  bear'st  me  there, 
And  thou  wilt  learn  what  mine  is  then  for  thee. 

Then  bid  it  show  how  strong  and  firm  the  tie 
Which  binds  thee  to  the  memory  of  thy  friend, 

And  it  will  tell  thee,  love,  most  faithfully, 
That  with  her  life  and  thine  alone  'twill  end. 

Ask  it,  dear  Mary,  what  its  pang  would  be, 
If  doom'd  from  its  most  valued  friend  to  part, 

And  it  will  rend  in  twain  to  show  to  thee 

The   grief,  dear  Mary,  that  would  break  my 
heart. 

But  should'st  thou,  Mary,  bid  it  then  proclaim, 
How  lovely,  bright,  and  fair  thy  virtues  shine, 

Then,  dearest  friend,  I  must  withdraw  my  claim, 
And  yield  the  palm  of  victory  to  thine. 
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ON    SEEING  A    YOUNG   FRIEND 


WEEP  AT  A  TALE  OF  DISTRESS. 


How  lovely  is  that  gentle  tear 
Adown  thy  cheek  so  softly  stealing  ! 

What  sweet  expression  Joes  it  bear! 
Ah !  sure  it  is  the  child  of  feeling. 

I  saw  the  trembler  first  appear, 
I  saw  it  swell  thy  beauteous  eye; 

Prize,  ray  sweet  girl,  a  gem  so  dear, 
Emblem  of  sensibility. 
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Oh  !  may'st  thou  never  know  its  force, 
Except  in  feeling  others'  woe  ; 

Then  gentle  pity  hends  its  course, 
And  kindly  bids  the  tear  to  flow. 
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WRITTEN    TURING    THE    ILLNESS    OF 


A    FRIEND. 


Return,  sweet  health,  on  balmy  pinions  come, 
Resume  thy  wonted  glow  on  Martha's  cheek, 

Ah,  cheer  the  lovely  rose,  and  hid  it  bloom, 
Or  sickness  soon  the  feeble  stem  will  break. 

Benign  enchantress,  use  thy  gentle  sway, 
And  chase  thine  enemy  from  Martha's  brow. 

Oh,  lovely  Health,  expand  thy  cheering  ray, 
l.<  t  her  once  more  thy  genial  influence  know. 
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Haste,  lovely  goddess,  let  the  morning's  wing 
Support  thee  on  thy  way  to  greet  my  friend, 

And  let  the  silent  shades  of  evening 
Witness  thy  rival's  triumphs  at  an  end. 
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ADIEU,  MY  FRIEND. 


Adieu,  my  friend,  time  steals  away 
Too  quickly  while  I  talk  with  thee; 

But  when  these  lips  shall  cease  to  move, 
Ah  !  say,  wilt  thou  remember  me  ? 

Adieu,  my  friend, — yes,  we  must  part, 
No  longer  must  I  list  to  thee  ; 

Bui  when  mine  ear  shall  cease  to  hear, 
Ah!  sav,  wilt  thou  remember  me  ? 
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Adieu,  my  friend,  I  must  away, 
No  longer  must  I  look  on  thee ; 

But  when  mine  eye  shall  cease  to  gaze, 
Ah  !  say,  wilt  thou  remember  me  ? 

Adieu,  my  friend, — yes,  fare  thee  well, 
How  often  shall  I  think  on  thee  ! 

1  never,  never  can  forget, — 
Say,  wilt  thou  thus  remember  me  ? 
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ON  A  YOUNG  LADY 


WHO    DIED    IN    A    CONSUMPTION. 


Scarce    did    the    charms   -which   nature    threw 
around  thee 

Unfold  their  sweets  in  early  life  to  bloom, 
When  wan  disease  in  icy  fetters  bound  thee, 

And  thou  wert  summon'd  to  the  cheerless  tomb. 

Sweet  flower  of  innocence,  thy  reign  is  o'er, 
The  chilly  hand  of  death   lies  hard  upon  thee; 

Thy  lovely  form  shall  please  the  eye  no  more, 
But  in  thv  virtues  Memory  shall  mourn  thee. 
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The  tyrant  Death,  to  wound  more  deeply,  came 
Conceal'd  in  lovely  health's  attracting  form, 

Gave  back  the  lustre  to  thine  eye,  the  same 
Sweet  roseate  blush  that  did  thy  cheek  adorn. 

Thy  wretched  father  mourns  thy  fate  in  vain, 
Thou  dearest  gem  of  all  a  father's  treasures ; 

Thy  sisters  weep  with  agonizing  pain, 

The  lov'd  companion  of  their  youthful  pleasures. 

Like  the  bud  gathered  from  its  parent  stem, 
While  other  flowers  are  blooming  gaily  by, 

Thou  wert  selected  but  to  rival  them, 

And  spread  thy  brighter  charms  in  realms  on 
high. 

Some  gentre  spirit,  as  it  chanc'd  to  stray, 
Saw  thee  a  sister  angel  ling'ring  here, 

And  bade  Death  steal  thy  earthly  garb  away, 
That  thou  in  brighter  raiment  might  appear. 
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